Ismail Khan is one of the cities of the frontier
whence caravans, having unloaded at the cara-
vanserai, swing through the bazaars and across
the deserts and mountains to countries that have
changed but little since the days of Timur the
Tartar (known as Tamerlane), Kublai Khan, and
Baber the Great. But Dera Ismail Khan is more
than a picturesque Asiatic city. It is a great
military base, headquarters for the British and
Indian forces in Waziristan, which cause
Afghanistan and its war board to think twice
before they contemplate imitating the example
of Mohammed of Ghor of Nadir Shah, who
coveted the riches of Hind.

We stayed in Dera Ismail Khan just long
enough to be nearly eaten alive by mosquitoes
and other less audible inhabitants of the town and
to make our peace with the gaunt-looking, heat-
stricken officers of the headquarters staff. Then
we started across the bad lands, gradually making
our way to Tank, Bannu, Kohat, Peshawar,
through the Khyber Pass to Landi Kotal and
into Afghanistan proper. The cars in which we
travelled looked as hoary with age as the Eocene
mountains that were the principal feature of the
topography. Shortly after we had left behind
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